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By grief made out of nothing ; now but once
I touch, but once more hold thee, one more kiss
This last time and none other ever more
Leave on thy lips and leave them.    Go; thou wast
My heart, my heart's blood, life-blood of my life,
My child, my nursling; now this breast once thine
Shall rear again no children; never now              1010

Shall any mortal blossom born like thee
Lie there, nor ever with small silent mouth
Draw the sweet springs dry for an hour that feed
The blind blithe life that knows not; never head
Rest here to make these cold veins warm, nor eye
Laugh itself open with the lips that reach
Lovingly toward a fount more loving ; these
Death makes as all good lesser things now dead,
And all the latter hopes that flowered from these
And fall as these fell fruitless ; no joy more         1020
Shall man take of thy maidenhood, no tongue
Praise It; no good shall eyes get more of thee
That lightened for thy love's sake.   Now, take note,
Give ear, O all ye people, that my word
May pierce your hearts through, and the stroke that
cleaves